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F AT! G UES 
by 
G R E AT MAN, &c. 
WSET Peaſants riſe at Morn, *tis more 
Polite | 
For Stateſman to tranſmute the Day to 
Night; 
And it my Lord vouchſafe ro wake by Noon, 
His Paraſites ery out, Nis very ſoon # - 
- The Fumes oi of Wine ſtill undigeſted Lye, 


Clogg's i in his Brain, and dead'ning in his Eye; 
| A 2 Half 
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[4 ] 
Half Sober, half Awake, he leaves his Bed, 
While flatt'ring Slaves approach with Fear and 
| Dread : | | 
| This craves an Audience for Aﬀaits of Weight, 
| While that propoſes ſomething for the State. 


The Tradeſman at a Diſtance with his Bill, 

' Fearful of being Cathir'd, or treated Ill, 

- Bows, makes dumb Signs, as willing to Expreſs 
His tot ring State, and Family's Diſtreſß. 


Some wretched Souls by Promiſes ſeduc'd 
To the laſt Exigence of Life reduc'd, 
Waiting for Places in his Honour's Gift, 
Fed up with Hopes, and brought to their laſt Shit ; 
With ſhabby thread-bare Cloaths, and Meagre mein, 
Half famiſh'd, halt diſtracted, and ſcarce clean; 
Unto an Angle of the Room withdraw, 
Nor dare Approach, ſo much they're kept in Awe. 


This motly Crowd, he with a Glance Surveys, 
And ſomething ſays; which they are ſure to Praiſe: 
Then to diſmiſs em, there's the great Fatigue?! I" 
For he has other Buſineſs, an Intrigue, | 


The Letters and Petitions in a Heap, 
Unread are laid aſide, in Peace to Sleep: 
He ſhakes the Tradeſman's Hand, and cracks a Joke, 
And to Amuſe him, * New's beſpoke : 

When 
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When that is dobe, he $ ity to be Paid; 
This is the Modiſh Way with Men of Trade 


To the poor hungry Souls that wait - for Places, 
He ſeems to Pauſe, and Smiling in their Faces, 
Cries out, I ban't forgot yon come to W; 
And * tis every Motning to their SottoW. FL 


The poor Projector tales his Anſwer next ; I 
Gr, that your Thought i is Pretty, tis Conſelt ; 

But I thereto, could ſome Improvements make; 
Which will much Time, and ſerious Study take; 


Tis better that you truſt the Thing with Me, 
lou may be ſure of my Sincerity, 


The Fellow leaves it, tho' with Heſitation, 
Tis now my Lord's, with little Alteration, 

o ſtupid: Schemift / tis thy Turn to moan, 
by darling Project is no more thine own; 


e Porter has his Cue, tis my Lord's Pleaſure 
hat thou ſhale never find him more at Leiſure, 


poor deluded Wretch, *is now in Vain 
or 21 to © Naser 1 or Complain; 3 
open d lie thy Letters on a Heap, 
he Harveſt thou haſt Sown, he i now ſhall reap: 


i then thy Fate, and let thy Heaxt-Strings 
break, 


t thy Projection mall his Porküne mate 
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Lo! 


They firſt tranſcribe their Works, and then refuſe; 


767 
Lo ! it ſucceeds, and bears the Pyrate's Name, 
Loads him with Honours, Titles, Wealth and Fame; 


While thou ſhalt grind thy very Teeth to ſee 
His ev ry Creature be Greer but thee. 


So e Players, modern Poets uſe, 


And with a little Nonſenſe of the ir own, 
They palm the patch · work Brat upon the T. 
Ev'n thus with Savage ſerv'd in latter Days, 
While + Bullock reap'd the Profit, and the Praile, 


Be this the Fate of each projecting Knaye, 
Who plots to ſqueeze the poor laborious Slave : 
Forms Schemes of Impoſition, to Oppreſs 
And load the Miſerable with Diſtreſs. 

Caught in the Snare which he for Qthers laid, 

May he be forc'd to toil for daily Bread: 

May he deſtroy himſelf through Difcontent, 

To ſee that by the Tau he did Invent, 1 

Others appear in Splendor and in Pride, 

Build Country Seats, and in their Coaches Ride; 4 

Vyhile all the Praiſe and Profit that he gains, 7 

Is to be curſt, and hated for his Pains. B 
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. Vie Love's a Riddle, . 3 


SS 


Leave we, this Wretch,for Gods and Men to ſpurn, 
And, to my Lord, dear angry Muſe return; 
Who's now diſmiſs'd the begging fawning Train, 
And yet another Audience does remain; 

The Surgeon firſt, who with great Skill and Care, 
Qſtains his crazy Carcals in Repair. 

Next him. to lengthen out the Morn's Fatigue, 
Appears his Sur-intendant of Intrigue, 

With whom he holds a private Conſultation : 

(Len others mind the Buſineſs of the Nation) 


A Damſel's introduc'd to be ſurvey d, | 
Vouch'd under Hand and Seal to be a Maid; 
She's lik'd, the Bargain's made, the Money's told; 


And lo ! her twentieth Maidenhead is fold. 


Unknown is the Fatigue of being great; 
Unknown the Toils of labouring tor tlie State: 
His Morning's Buſineſs is not yet halt done, 
And Phæbus more than half his Courſe has run: 
Tradeſmen and Clowns have din'd a long Time paſt 
But the poor Stateſman has not broke his Faſt ; 
On Beef, and Pork, they Feed, while puny He 
Can ſcarcely ſwallow down a Diſh of Tea. 


The Shepberd takes his Bottle from his Crook, 
dits down Supine, faſt by fome murm'ring Brook ; 
Alone, and Indolent, in heav'nly Eaſe, 

Full heartily he feaſts on Bread and Cheeſe ; 
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And eagerly he iss his home brew'd Beer, 
While Appetite attones for homely Chear. 


Not ſo my Lord ; the Tea-Cup in his Hand, 
Round him a Croud of: buſy Mortals ſtand ; 
Who give him. ſcarce the Time to take a Sip, 
But of: intruding *twixt the Cup and Lip. 

With weighty: Matters fill his Lordſhip's Head, 
This Horſe has broke his #/7nd, that Hound 5 

| Dead ; | 

That he at ſuch a Race loſt ſuch a Bett, 

Isn't this enough to make a Stateſman Frett? 


TPnhis ſpoils his Breakfaſt, down he throws his Ta, 
He muſt be Dreſt, and that Immediately, 

Himſelt he Curſes tor a ſtupid Sot, 

A moſt important Thing he has forgot. 

A blooming Fair in Nature's Pride and Prime, 

Is to be met at ſuch a Place and Time: 

Ev'n now the Hour is come, the fair One waits, 


Nor will he diſappoint her for the Fall of States, 


Now Barbers, Taylors, Shoemakers, diſplay 
Their utmoſt Skill to make his Lordſhip gay : 
A Pound of ſcented Powder (wells his Wig, 
His Buckles, as his Horſe's Harneſs, Big; 
His Silver Clocks, which o'er his Calves ariſe, 
Claim due ReſpeR from all Beholders Eyes: 
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Full enen = high is Stuck - 
The quiet Dagger, or the harmleſs Tuck ; N. 
Tight ſits his Jockey's Coat around his Walls; 
And thus our Hera iſſues out in Haſte; 
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Not always ſo, for when he would expreſs 
A Shew of Thought, he wears his 7 boughtful Dreſs 
By ſober Coat, full Trimm'd with copious Sleeve, 
And venerable Tye well Comb'd, you would believe 
| 5 With Weight of States and Kingdoms, he's Oppreſky 
When tis his Body, not his Mind i is Dreſt. 


But now he's all Degagee and Polite, 
Prepar'd to taſte his purchas'd Bliſs at Night; _ 
A Curſe of Interruption !—in the Street, ; 
Juſt ſtepping to his Coach, he haps to meet 
With One, to whom he promis d long a Place, 
Juſt given to another —wretched Caſe? 7 . 
All cannot be oblig'd, my Lord's a _ 
And 'tis an cafy Matter to forget: 
Beſides, he'd promis d it two Days , 
And Promiſes ſo Old, are Void, FO ow. 
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However, that the Man may be appeas'd, 
And leſt bis Lordſhip ſhauld be farther tea d, 
He takes him by the Hand, and Cries, My Friend 
That Paft for you, J really did intend ; 
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But ſuch an unforeſeen Event occured,” q 
I thougÞt it beſt the Thing ſhould be demurr'd. 

1 have a Place much better in my Eye, | 
"Twill be in my Diſpoſal Bye and Bye: 

Depend upon t, tis yours, my deareſt * 
Shouldu't Byaſs Me to give it to Another. 
The Wretch believes, tho? at the ſelf ſame Hour, 
It twenty Vacancies were in his Pdw'r, 
This Man ſhould have no Share; thus great Men fecd 
With airy Promiſes, poor Souls in need. 
They Hope, they Starve, they Cringe,and they Attend 
Ti ill Beggary, or Felony's the End, 


Vain Fools, who think that Stateſmen Places giv 
That is no Way in Luxury to live. 
What tho” my Lord does not directly ſell; 
Ik he goes Halves, that ſure will do as well: 
For this the Diff*rence is twixt Him and Cits, 
They by their Trading live, he by his Wits. 


The Peaſant muſt artcnd the painful Plow, 
And earn his Bread with Drops from off his Bio 
'Th' Artificer muſt Toil full ſoon and late, 

The Merchant on the Ocean tempt his Fate: 
he Stateſman's Buſineſs i is to live at Eaſe, 
And drain their Money from em by Degrees. 


—— nr 
71 o 2 mY 
iow  Hwalthookt ff ©<.,m—CL . 
I 1 | , 
k 
* EY 


— 


; But ſoft, my Maſe, bit Lordſhip now muſt Dis — 
For Ort lans wait, and rich Burgundy Wine 
Now all the Dainties, Nature can afford, * 
Are rang d Promiſcous on the plenteous Board; 

And ſuch Variety invites! the Sight,/* 77557 Yor itn 
As quite confounds the watiton 1 
In ſhort, the Scene of Luxury is ſuch, 

He's even tempted now to cat too much. | 


ur, 


What muſt he do, his Stomach] is too full, 1 
His Spirits, with Fatigue, are grown dull. NAO 
The chearful Glaſs, too n row has paſt, ; 
And proy'd Intoxicating at the laſt. 

Let ſervile-Souls their wonted Labours keep, 5 
My Lord has toil'd ſo.much, tis Time to dec 
Retire, ye Hlaves, and let his Lordſhip: doze, 
Nox let gne Breath diſturb his ſoft e 
8, EO a gentle Nap refreſh'd he wakes'; 

now a little Tour to Mbitès he takes, f 
Loiters about, and whiles the Time away: 
BY At laſt his Fancy leads him to the Play: 


The Old Houſe ike him not, he ſeeks the Now ; ſt 4 
2 Ev'n there he tarries but an Act or two. L 


8 The: Box Keepers approach wich awful Bow, 
While he rs em e a ſcornful Brow 3 
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d chetr Eyes, diſplays a Glken dag 
Goes out enrag d, and pays em with a Curſe: 
And if it chance to be an Infant- Play, | 
Wen may the wretched Author rue the Day! 
My Lord is disoblig d, and that's enough; 

The Bard's an Als the Play is ſtupid Stuff 


Now for the Bagnio, and the blooming Fait ; 
+ (fi fit to blend ſome Pleaſure with our Care:) 
Toits of Moment, and Affairs of State, 
A while. on Love, anfecntle Dalliance wait: 1 
Let Viper-Broth and Jellies now revive _ 
His flagging Spirits, Art with Nature ſtrire! 
To give his Lordſhip Power to taſte Delight, 
And ctown the Day's F atigue \ with a delicious Night, 


Stop hee, my Muſe! ind lethis anne reſt, 
The Scene becomes too groſs to be expreſt, 
And but a 7 vil of Pleaſure, at the beſt ; ; 
Nor envy him, while in the Fair One's Arms 
He ſtrives, in vain, to taſte her proſtrate Charms; 


So much he's been fatigu'd with Toils of Kate, 
Nature exhauſted ſinks beneath the Weight. 
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He envies now the ſimple Shepherd Swain, mY 
That, full of Health and Vigour, on the Plain. 
Or in ſome ſhady Wood, or verdant Glade, 


J Jays and enjoys the wholeſSue rural Maid, 
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He now repents, chat for his Country's Sake | 
(Ungraretul Country !) he ſtich Pains ſhould take: 
Witneſs the watchful Nights and tedious Days, 
When at Elections he has born the Bays: 
'Tis even almoſt incredible to think "I 


How much he for his Country's Cauſe ; ,—would drink. 


How has he been compell d to cringe and bow, 
To court the ſurly Peaſant. at the Plough ? 
To creep into the Cobler's filthy Stall; 
To dandle after the Inn keeper's Call; Ne oY 
To be affronted, contrad icted, nos'd ; 
To be bamboozled, ridicul'd, expos'd ; 
All this, and more, with Pazicnce forc'd to bear 
To gain his 5 = pg f 
Ceaſe they, ye meats Herd} Pies baht 
le grumbling,, carping, diſcontented R 
Caſe then t6'meddle with Aﬀairs of State ; 
Fatbear to envy, at arraign the Great: 
Ion ſee their dazling Pomp, and outward Show 1 
But ah! their in ward Caxes ye litle' know. 
'Tis moſt ungrateful ſure, to envy thoſe, 
Who ſacrifice for you their ſoft Repoſe: 
Go mind your Trades, and labour in your Way, 
That you may bear a Part, as well as they. 
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[147]. 
This dittle Sketch, the Muſe has ſlightly draws; 

And trac d my Lord from Noon to Morning's Dawn; 
| It Copy and Original agree, 

| Yet, even here, no #rifling Toils you ſee ; | 
For if one Day's Fatigues ſo great appear, 
O what muſt be the Labour of a Lear? 
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